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old cunning of brain and tongue did not desert
him. Before they parted for the night Juan was a
convert and had written a letter warmly com"
mending Columbus to the queen. Once again.
Columbus sets forth, this time towards Granada.
There he abode in the Christian camp which was
besieging the city, and there he witnessed the
final downfall of the Moorish empire; eating his
heart out the while, we may be sure, in bitter dis'
appointment. At last, in January, 1492, he re'
ceived a definite refusal. Forthwith he put his
scanty baggage in order, and on a wintry mom'
ing set out for France. Bad fortune had mani'
festly no power of quelling this indomitable
spirit. He had spent eighteen years in fruitless
prayers and futile persuadings, in wanderings up
and down the earth "wherever men had jour'
neyed,11 but he was still prepared to undergo fresh
toil,1 fresh hximiliations of doubt and ridicule.

In this temper, "die stout-hearted one" left
Granada one January morning, scornfully shak'
ing the dust of the city from his feet. What must
have been his thoughts as his mule paced slowly
away from the place in which he had expended
fruitlessly so much insight and intense earnest'
ness. "These people,11 he must have said to him'
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